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DENTAL CREAM 


Flash » amite Pass ton 


Ctandamama (English) ~—~—~*S*”*”:*C eptember OED 





Thove 0 tie beor, his name x Teddy 

| Lake him everyubere, couse he's £0 cuddly 

| When Teddy ls good. | que him 0 treat 
‘And Teddy gives me Gems, in thot sveet? 


_ Got a moment? Get a Gem! 


Anything's possible with Cadbury's Ger 
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HAVE A DATE WITH THE ADVENTURO! 


Every issue brings you 

the Sagas of their Heroic exploits 
Available from_all news dealers 
at only Rs. 1.75 a copy. 
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‘How. little we know of the infinite space around us! 
How litte we know of our past! How little we know of 
ourselves! 











The Comet is Coming! 


Sounds of Tranquillity 


fiyimming with a Dif- 
erence 


The Comet is Coming! 


The famous Halley's Comet will 
be seen again in’ March: 1986, 
after a lapse of 76 years 

But this time it cannot escape 
into the space “with all its enys: 
tory intact. Russian, French, Au- 
Sinan and German scientists are 
‘at Work together to make 4 
Space vohicie that they would 
launch into the space on March 
8, 1986. Christened Vega, the 
Vehicle would spy into the com 
et from a distance of 10.000 
kilometres 


Sounds of Tranquillity 


‘An Ohio firm has made a handy 
device that generates patterns. 
of electronically produced 
sounds to induce tranquility. 
Called the Retreat. the dovice 13 
in the shape of a set of small 
headphones. The ten-minute 
programme "starts out with 
loud signals that gradually be- 
come softer unt# they resemble 
agentle rain.” [tis clatned thatit 
will remove anxiety and tension 
as transcendental meditation 
can do, 


Swimming with a 
Difference 
Khaled Ahmad Hassan of Cairo 
grossed the Channel between 
England and France in 12 hours 
and 39 minutes 

Others, including the tamed 
Ingian swimmar Mihir Sen, have 
done it beforehand. But Khaled 
ed it with a difference. He had 














THE HERMIT’S GESTURE 


















Ina certain village lived Shyam- 
fal and Jailal, two traders. Both 
Were proud of their wealth, but 
feach looked down upon the 
other 

To the cast-end of the village 
was an old banyan tree. One 
day the villagers saw a hermit 
camping there. A farmer who 
suffered from regular colic pain 
received a talisman from him 
land was cured of his pain 

This brought many other vi 
Jagers to the hermit. They 
prayed to him for some help or 
the other. They believed that he 
could perform miracles. 
It was evening. Shyamlal 
observed that there was nobody 
around the hermit. He stealthily 
Went near hin. and bowed down 
to him. 
“What's the problem with 

















you, sonny? Any cause for sul 
fering, physical or mental? 
asked the hermit. 

“Baba! I'm physically fine, 
but 1 must admit that | don't 
enjoy any peace of mind. That 
is because of Jailal. He is always 
thinking and speaking ill of me. 
I want to teach him a lesson. 
Can you kindly help me?" 

“You mean to harm him. 
How can I help you in that? 
asked the hermit 

“Well, hermit, sir, do T intend 
harming a good man? My target 
is Jailal the devil of a man. 
Why should you not help me?” 
argued Shyamlal 

The hermit sat with his eyes 
closed. Five minutes passed, He 
opened his eyes and then saict #77 
a low tone, “Sonny, | cannot ec}, 
much harm to your foe. but f 


























try whatever is possible, Can 
you spend a thousand rupees?” 

Shyamlal was happy. He 
fetched a thousand rupees im- 
mediately. Said the hermit, 
“Somehow let Jailal hear that 
you had visited me. That will 
bring him here and I will cast my 
spell on him. And come here at 
sunrise tomorrow.” 

Within an hour of Shyamlal 
taking leave of the hermit Jailal 
was there. He prostrated him- 
self to the hermit and said, “I 
understand that Shyamlal, the 
mischief-maker, met you. He 
must have spoken ill of me. Lam 
Jailal.” 

‘Why should you bother ab- 


out what he said? Tell me what I 
ican do for you," said the hermit 


‘The mendicant sat with his 
eyes shut for five minutes and 
then said, “Can you spend a 
thousand rupees? Then I can try 
to do as you say.” 

Jailal fetched a thousand 
rupees. The hermit advised him 
to come in the moming, exactly 
at sunrise. 

Next day both Shyamlal and 
Jailal reached there at the same 
time. The hermit was not to be 
seen. But he had left behind him 
this message scribbled on a 
scrap of paper: “Dear boys, as 
desired by you, I have caused 
both of you a loss of a thousand 
rupees each, My heart did not 
allow me to do any greater harm 
to any of you. I hope, both of 
you will be satisfied. For your 
information, | am leaving your 
money with the village commit- 
tee for using it for some good 




































































In the court of the great king 
Krishna Deva Raya was the 
jester Rama popularly known as 


Tenali Rama 

The king bestowed much 
favours on Tenali Rama, That 
annoyed the royal priest. 
Tatachary. The priest who 
thought himself to be hundred 
times wiser than the jester never 
let a single chance to insult 
PFenali Rama slip. 

Tenuli Rama bore with the 
priest's conduct for long, but at 
list decided ( teach him a 
lesson. 

‘The priest was in the habit of 
bathing in the river early in the 
morning, He chose a fonely spot 


A Folk Tale 


THE JESTER AND 
THE PRIEST 


close to the forest, deposited all 
his clothes on a slab of stone, 
and entered the water as naked. 
asa fish. Hardly anybody knew 
of his habit 

One morning Tenali Rama 
took position hiding behind 
bush. While the priest was hay 
ing his dip, Tenali Rama re: 
moved his clothes and hid them 
in the hollow of a tree. 

Imagine the priest’s anguish 
when, coming out of the waters, 
he found his clothes missing, 

There was a giggle. The priest 
gave a start. If one thing he 

ed in life, it was this giggle 

‘You imp! What have you 
done to my clothes?” he deman- 
ded of Tenali Rama who peeped 
from the bush. 

“Are you not sufficiently clad 
in your wisdom? What you need 
clothes for?” Tenali Rama said 

Tt was no use arguing with 
Tenali Rama. The brighter the 
sun grew, the more miserable 
the priest felt 

Tl give your clothes back 

agree to carry me on 








olin 








shoulders into the city.” was the 
condition Tenaly Rama put 
forth 

Fhe priest had to agree to: 
this. He got back his. clothes. 

The people of the city were 
greatly amused tose the royal 
priest playing horse to the jes- 
ter, Children. clapped. their 
hands and: followed the pnest 
while the jester kept them in 
good humour making faces at 
th 

The king was enjoying a stroll 
on the terrace of his palace. He 
saw what was happening and 
felt aghast at the fact that the 
priest should be given such a 
treatment by the jester 

Go and give a good 
thrashing to the rider!” he 
leaned from the roof and asked 
two of the hefty guards on duty 
at the gate 

Tonal Rama took note of the 


king passing some order to the 
guards, Instintly he hopped 
down and told the pnest tearful 
ly. “Holy man! What a sinner 1 
was 10 sit on your shoulders! 
Now. the people must realise 
that it is you who deserve to. 
have a ride on my bumble shoul 
ders’ 

The jester’s change of mind 
brought great relief to. the 
priest. He found some hope of 
making up for the humiliation 
he had suffered. He readily 


climbed the jester's shoulders 
and sported t proud smile and. 


began the 
crowd. 

Next moment a heavy blow 
from one of the guards tumbled 
him and threw him flat on the: 
road 

Well, never—never again did 
the wise priest try to belittle the 
jester 


waving at curnus 














MARVELLOUS IN THE CITY! 


Kisan was the first young man from his village to go to the city 
He served there in the household of a gentleman and. after a 
yewr, paid a visit to his villag 

He was never tired of speaking high of the city, If someone 
offered him a cup of tea, he said, “You should drink tea m the 
city to know how marvellous tea ought to taste!” If he saw at rose, 
he said, “You should see the roses in the city 10 know how 
marvellous they can look! 

One evening he was walking down the street in the company 
of some villagers, Someone said. drawing the others’ attention to 
the rising moon, “How fine it looks!” 

“You should see the moon in the city to know how marvellous 
it can be!” at once said Kisan. 

‘ou fool!” shouted his old teacher “Don't you know th 
moon is the same everywhere?” He planted i slap on Kisstn’s 
cheek. 

“You should taste the slap in the city to know how marvellous 
it can be!” was Kisan’s ready comme; 
























The Pian 


The young king was inthe forest. _The king soon recovered from 
for hunting. He was there with 8 his shock and asked in an angry 
number of his bodyguards. growl, “Who did this?” Well, it 
Bihkard was his name was the page. He had aimed 
the deer. The king suddenly 
King Bibkard ran after a jumped forward and got the 
deer. It was a swift little crea- Pe 
ture that escaped from his sight King Bihkard was not known 
time and again. The king asked for being kind or merciful to 
hiis page to follow the deer from anybody” The page. trembled 
‘another direction: with fear thinking of his fate. 
When they andthe deer were And his fear proved true 
thus playing a hide and seek, when the king pronounced his 
with a swish an arrow passed by judgment. “Put the fellow to 
the king, making a hole in his death!" 
right ear! The page {ell at his feet 





The King and His Page 



























Your Highness!” he cried out, 
“I never meant this to happen. I 
Inever knew that you will come 
between the deer and I. Be 


er. 

For once King Bihkard was 
moved. The page had very 
leasing manners and the king 
iked him, He let him live. 

After a few days the page 
disappeared from the palace. 
The king looked for him, but he 
jwas not to be seen anywhere in 
the kingdom. 

Days passed. One day the 
king sailed for a small island in 
the sea, The island was in his 


a year. 
A storm broke out. The 
king's boat was swept deeper 
into the sea by a violent wind, 
Then it dashed against a sub- 
merged rock and sank. 

The king lay on the floating 
mast. After a full day 
night, narrowly escaping a 
whale, he came ashore. It was 
another kingdom. 

In tattered clothes and dis- 


@ hevelied hair he looked like a 


‘He knew nobody in that land, 
He felt ashamed of calling him- 
self a king before the guards of 
the castle. He found a dark 
nook and sat down there, lean- 
ing against a wall. 

He had fallen asleep when 
some guards gave him a shake. 
He opened his eyes and in no 
time found himself arrested. 

“Why did you kill this fel- 
low?" he was asked. 

King Bihkard looked with 
astonishment and saw a dead 
body lying near him. Nobody 
believed him when he said that 
he knew nothing about the 
killing! 

He was produced before ‘hic, 
king who sent him to jail, 











“I'm lucky that the king did 
not order for my head to be cut 
off!” he thought, for he was in 
the habit of passing orders rash- 
ly himself! “How many innocent 
fellows I must have punished 
with death?” he wondered, He 
had begun to take stock of his 
own follies, 

A crow perched in the small 
window of the prison house and 
cawed hoarsely. Bihkard picked 
up a stone and hurled it at the 
crow. It did not hit the target 
but shot out through the 
window. 


“1 see, I am still rash in my 


action,” Bihkard said, taking 


himself to task. 


ly opened. A pair of hefty 
sepoys lifted King Bibkard bodi- 
ly and threw him outsi 

front of a group of young men. 

‘The group included the prince 
of the land. He was playing with 
some youths of noble families 
when the stone hurled by 
Bihkard hit his left ear. He bled 

“Put this lousy fellow to 
death!” said the prince. 

The sepoys pulled Bihkard by 
his arms. He was being dragged 
away when the prince shouted, 
“Stop! 

The prince came closer to 
Bibkard and gazed at his right 














ear 

“What caused this hole in 
your ear?” he asked 

"O noble prince! Once a 
Iyoung man pierced my right ear 
‘with his arrow—as unintention- 
ally as 1 wounded you in your 
left "replied Bihkard. 

“And what did you do to that 
young man?” 

“L let him go unpunished,” 

“Don't you think that you too 
deserve to go unpunished, King 
Bihkard? 

The prisoner was startled at 
being called by his name. He 
looked at the prince intently and 
recognised him, but did not dare 
to ask if he was not his page a 


couple of years ago! 

But the young man stepped 
forward and embraced Bihkard 
and said, “You have recognised 
me all right. I was your page. I 
had left my father’s palace after 
a misunderstanding with him 
Wandering here and there, 1 
had taken employment with 
you, My father’s spies found me 
‘out and told me how sincerely 
my father was longing to see 
me. I returned without inform- 
ing you.” 

King Bihkard was led into the 
castle and was given a royal 
reception. He was sent back (0 
his country with many presents 
and escorts. 














THE CLEVER AND 





The story goes back to the time 
when Tamralipta was a prosper 
‘ous port-city. Among the lead 
ing merchants in the city was 
Ramigupta. 

He had two sons, Sudarshan 
and Niranjan. When they grew 
up, Ramgupta planned to send 
one of them in a ship for com- 
merce with foreign lands 

He consulted some of 
merchant friends who were ex- 
Perienced in such trading, They 
said, “Send one of your two 
sons with us, We will give him 
all help, Send the one who is 
clever. The quality of cleverness 
is & must for running the trade 
Successfully with countries 
abroad. 




















THE NOBLER 









Ramgupta could not decide 
which of his two sons to choose| 
for the purpose. Both were 
good-natured young men and 
both were willing to go abroad 





He called the two sons and| 
said, “It was my father's wish to 
construct a choultry near the 
Shiva temple in the forest. He! 
died before he could fulfil his 
desire, I too am growing old, 1 
should like to see the choultry 
constructed before 1 die." 

He then entrusted Sudarshan, 
the elder son, with the task 

Sudarshan proceeded to th 
forest with the masons. They 
saw id timber ¥ 





stones 9 





available in plenty in the for 
wars necessary wa 


What “S 


labour-force. 

Sudarshan soon found a vil- 
lage of tribal people. He tried to 
talk to them, but they did not 
understand him. 

Sudarshan was wondering 
what to do when a tribal youth 
met him. The youth had lived in 
the town for a year and so he 
could speak Sudarshan’s lan- 
guage. 

ir, [ can supply you with as 
many labourers you need. I 
shall also be present all the 
while at the site. But you must 
pay me a hundred rupees a 
month.” 

Sudarshan agreed to the 
proposal. The tribal youth re- 


cruited the number of labourers 
necessary for the work and the 
work started. 

On the day Ramgupta 
came there to see how the work 
was going on, He saw the tribal 
youth gossiping with someone 
under a tree and asked Sudar- 
shan, “Who is that?” When 
Sudarshan reported to him the 
youth's role in the work, he 
burst out, “What! A hundred 
rupees for doing practically no- 
thing? You must not pay him 
more than ten 1 apces 

After Ramgupta left the spot 
‘Sudarshan told the youth, “You 


shall be paid at the rate fixed for 


these three days, but from 
tomorrow you will be paid at the 
rate of ten rupees a month,” 
The youth said nothing. But 
no labourer turned up for work 
the next day. The masons were 
anxious to complete the work 
before the monsoon, Sudershan 
took pains to locate the youth 
and agreed the pay him a hun- 
dred rupees a month. The next 
day the labourers came to work. 
‘A week passed. Ramgupta 
visited the place again. But 
when he heard about the tribal 
youth's reappointment at the 
old rate, he said, “No, no, this 
won't do, Tell him that he is;nor 
entitled to receive more | 



























father’s instruction to the tribal 
youth. The labourers stopped 
coming from the next day. 
Sudarshan sent his masons and 
tried to persuade them to come, 
but in vain. 

In the evening he came back 
home and told Ramgupta, 
“Father, { am not the fit person 
for managing the work in the 
forest, Please make some other 
arrangement.” 

Ramgupta asked Niranjan, 
his second son, to take charge of 
the work. He went to the tribal 
hamlet and found out the youth 














the labour-force from tomor- 
row. Of course I cannot go 
against my father’s wish and 
cannot pay you more than ten 
rupees a month for this part of 
your work. However, I shall pay 
you three rupees a day for your 
supervising the work. If this is 
not acceptable to you, I will 
bring workers from the city.” 


The youth took stock of the 
situation and said, “I agree," 


The work was in full swing 
from the next day: The con- 
struction was over well before 
the monsoon. 















“Niranjan, how could you 
make that youth agree to such a 
low salary?” Sudarshan asked 
his younger brother. 

“Brother, I had to get the 
work done and keep father 
satisfied too!” began Niranjan. 


Then he explained how he 


showed the expense on the 
young man’ under two heads! 

Sudarshan laughed. “You are 
clever indeed! You should go in 
the ship, not I," he said, 

"My brother, I may be clever, 
but you are nobler and truth: 
ful.” said Niranjan 























A fisherman was walking along 
the riverside road behind a 
castle. Out of a small window on 
the castle came swishing a flying 
plate. It struck the ground be- 
fore the fisherman. 

The fisherman picked it up. It 
was made of gold. His face 
flashed with joy. It could change 
his destiny. 

But he had second thoughts. 
The castle was the dreaded pris- 
on of France, the Bastille. Who 


| threw the plate out of it? 








‘010 THE REAL LOUIS XIV PASS HIS LIFE AS A PRISONER? 





Perhaps a prisoner. Why? The 
fisherman had a closer look at 
the plate. Yes, it contained a 
message. Something had been 
scribbled on it, 

If a search was made for the| 
gold plate and if the plate was 
found in his tiny boat, he would 
be in grave danger. I would be 
wiser to surrender it to the 
authority of the prison. That] 
way he could be assured of a] 
reward. 

He met the governor of the 








castle and showed it to him. The 
governor's face changed colour. 
His hand that held the plate was 
seen shivering. 





“Have you tead what is writ- 
ten on it?” he asked menac- 
ingly. 


“Sir, I'm illiterate,” said the 
fisherman, 

The governor was not to, be- 
lieve him that easily. “He 
ordered the poor man to be 
imprisoned. Days later when he 
had been thoroughly satisfied 
that the fisherman was indeed 
illiterate, he released him. 

The only ‘reward’ with which 
the fisherman returned to his 
| boat was his life. 


‘That was perhaps the last 
chance for the mysterious pris- 
oner of the Bastille to inform 
the world of his identity. He had 
written with a knife whatever he 
had to tell about himself on the | 
plate and had managed to throw 
it outside. But his plan failed. 

Who was this mysterious pris- 
‘oner? The world has wondered | 
over it for three centuries. 
Known as the Man in the Iron 
Mask, he was a prisoner of King 
Louis XIV of France. 

But he was not like any other 
prisoner. His face was always | 
covered with a mask made of | 
iron according to Alexander 
Dumas, the celebrated French 
author. The mask could have 
been made of some softer stuff, 
probably of black velvet, But 
never—never over a period of 
40 years anybody from the pub- | 
lic had a chance to see the| 
Prisoner's face. Only a part of 
the mask was removed when he 
was fed. He died in 1703 with 
the mask on and was buried 
with the mask on! 

Two armed men guarded| 
him. They had orders to shoot | 
him dead should he begin 
speaking anything about him- 
self. 


If the mystery that’ sur- 
rounded his life was not buried 
# 








along with him, the solution to 
| the mystery was. 

Was he the real heir to the 
throne of France—the prince 
who should have become the 
true Louis XIV? That is what 
many people believe. A conspir- 
acy made his half-brother get 
the throne. He had been ship- 
ped abroad when very young. 
When he returned, he was im- 
mediately pounced upon by the 
king’s spies. Before many peo- 
ple had seen his face—a mask 
was thrown over it. 

Only one man, apart from the 
king and his nearest ones, knew 
the truth, He was St. Mars, the 
governor of the castle in which 


the prisoner was kept at first 
When St, Mars was transferred 
to the Bastille, the prisoner too 
was brought over there—in a 
sealed carriage. 

It is believed that the prisoner 
had a son who lived on the 
island of Corsica, He bore the 
name “de Buono Parte”. In 
course of time the French 
throne was to pass on to one of 
his descendants—the great 
Napoleon Bonaparte. 

‘A day might come when a 
new document would suddenly 
reveal the mystery of the Man in 
the Iron Mask. For the present 
he continues to be an enigma. 
New THE MYSTERY OF THE EASTER ISLANDS 














THE PRIEST WHO 
FORGOT HIS FACE 





Tn the city of Varanasi lived an 
old Brahmin, who was the 
king's priest, 

He was # learned man. He 
was also well known for his 
knowledge” of astrology. The 
kking had great respect fur him, 

The priest’ had a_ rival in 
another old Brahmin, known as 
a pundit. ‘The pundit was as 
learned as the priest, if not 
more. What pained the priest 
was, even his own wife admired 
the pundit 

“It is true that he is no astro- 
loger like you, but he has stu- 
died the scriptures thoroughly: 
and he explains difficult topics 
80 well!” the priest’s wife used 
to say. 

‘This no doubt caused heart- 
burning in the priest. Perhaps 
he also feared that the pundit 
‘might one day draw the king's 
admiration. This fear made him 
hate the pundit 

But who could have thought 
that he would desire the pun- 
dit’s death and even plan it 
himself? 

Unfortunately that is what he 
did. He kept thinking of ways 
































and means to put an end to the 
pundit’s life. 

And one night he hit upon al 
novel idea. 

“My lord!” the priest told the 
king confidentially in the morn- 
ing, “The eastern gate of the 
city is not situated at the right 
place, as 1 came to know 
through astrology. It ought to| 
be closed down and a new gate 
made, Otherwise much harm 
might come to you and the 
citizens: 

“If that is the case, we must 
demolish the old gate forthwith 
and build a new one! Will you 
please point out the exact spot 
where the new gate should 
stand?” asked the king. 

“I have already located the: 
spot: [ have also found out that 
the “auspicious hour for taying. 
the foundation for the new gate 
will come tomorrow, at sunset.” 
replied the priest, 

“Fine. You have been always 
wise and good,” commented the 
king. 

The flattered priest said, “My 
lord. I will like to say something 
more—only with your welfare jn | 




















my mind. The foundation 
should be laid on a human 
being. My sacred book says that 
he should be a Brahmin who is 


old, toothless and is totally 
bald! 
I see. Must he be buried 


ked the king. 
r That is the 
only way to stop any evil from 
entering the city through the 
* said the priest 

king looked a bit 
thoughtful. “The question is, 
where to find such a man!” he 
murmured, 

“Never mind that, my lord. I 
think I can locate such a man,” 
said the priest quite enthusias- 














tically. 

Can you? Thanks a lot 
Please do the needful.” said the 
king. feeling relieved. He then 
called one of his officers and 
placed him at the priest's dispos 
al. The priest asked the officer 
to meet him in the moming 
with some sepoys. 

The priest went home in high 
spirit. Needless to say that the 
man he had in his mind was the 
pundit. his rival. The pundit way 
old, toothless and bald. 

While dining, he giggled, Cu- 
tious, his wife asked him, 

‘What's the matter? Why do 
you laugh?” 

Til tell you if you are in- 














terested to know. The pundit of 
whom you are so fond will be 
buried alive tomorrow! Over his 
body will be placed the founda- 
tion-stone for the new gate on 
the eastern wall.” 

“Why on his body?” asked his 
wife, horrified. 

“Because we need a Brahmin 
who is old, toothless and bald! 
Ha ha! Ha he hi 

The priest’s wife kept quiet 
But as soon as the priest went to 
sleep, she sent her maid-servant 
to inform the pundit about what 
she heard from her husband 

The pundit not only escaped 
himself, but also asked as many 
old, toothless and bald 





Brahmins he could to flee the 
city. They all disappeared over- 


night 

The officer, with some 
sepoys, met the priest in the 
morning. The priest grew very 
proud at the fact that they were 
at his command, 

“Do you know the pundit 
who lives behind the Shiva tem- 
ple? Take hold of him and lead 
him to the site of the new gate. | 
shall be there before long. We 
must perform the rite today. 
Such an auspicious hour won't 
come before twelve years!" the 
Priest told the officer. 

The officer and his sepoys 
hurried to capture the pundit, 
But he was not to be found. 
‘They reported the matter to the 
king. The king said, “Why don't 
you take hold of some other old 
Brahmin who is toothless and 
bald?" 

“We'll do so, my lord,” said 
the officer and he hurried out. 

At noon the officer met the 
king again and said, “My lord, I 
regret to say that there is a 
sudden scarcity of Brahmins in 
the city who meet our require- 
ment, save one. 

“What prevents you from tak- 
ing hold of that one” asked the 
king 

“My lord, that one is noné 








other than the priest himself. 
Should I capture him?” 

The king looked pensive. Af- 
ter a moment he said, “What 
other go is there? It is a question 
of the ci 

“You are right, my lord, And 
‘once we let the auspicious hour 
pass, it won't come again in 
twelve years!” said the officer. 

“The only question is, if the 
priest is the one to be buried, 
who is to perform the rite?” 
asked the king, 

“My lord! There is a young 
man who is a brilliant scholar 
He was one of the priest's disei- 
ple. He is now the Principal of 
the Sanskrit academy.” 





The king had heard of the 
young scholar. He sent for him 
and asked him to do the need- 
ful. He also appointed him to 
the position of the royal priest 

The officer and his party mar- 
ched to the priest’s house and 
took hold of him. “I'm sorry, 
but old bald toothless Brahmins 
have suddenly become as rare as 
the Gundharvas. I'm sure, you 
won't mind sacrificing yourself 
e cause of the king and the 





The priest was dumbfounded 
Till then he had not realised that 
the qualities he had declared 
necessary for one to be sacri- 
ficed were glaringly present in 











his person! He too was old, bald 
and toothless. It was too late to 
remember his own face! 


‘There was no escape for him. 
He was dragged to the site of 
the gate. The young scholar was 
already there to perform the rite 
though he was not sure what 
sort of rite it was. He was 
shocked to see his mentor 
brought there like a beast to be 
sacrificed, his hands bound. 

“What brought about such a 
situation, sir?” he asked the old 
priest in a highly difficult speech 
which nobody but his mentor 
alone understood. In the same 
style the old priest replied, con- 
fessing to his own mischief 

The young scholar assured 
him that he will try his best to 
him. He made some calcu- 





lation and told the officer that~ 


the old priest. was wrong in 
determining the auspicious 


hour. The hour was to come at 
midnight. 

He then pretended to take the 
old priest to task for his wrong 
calculation. The old priest also 
showed as if he felt ashamed for 
his mistake. 

When it was midnight, the 
young scholar told the officer 
and the others that nobody 
should be present at the site 
when the rite was to be per- 
formed. Accordingly all backed 
away and stood at some dis- 
tance. The young scholar led the 
old priest into the pit dug for the 
foundation. He cut the rope 
with which he was bound, 
smeared him with dark ashes so 
that he could easily escape 
under the cover of darkness, 
and advised him to flee the city. 

While the young scholar re- 
cited his hymns loudly and filled 
up the pit himself, the old priest 
ran for his life 








A calobrated Musim sage ot 
Deliv. Nizamudan. said. Dots 
‘ut ast oF Deity aw sulk 


that the Sulton was. nearing the 
ity, This saying became famous 
otause t proved prophetic! 


caused by the Sullan's son 
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Ulugh Khan assumed the namo. 
Muhammed Bin Tughiaa. and be- 
‘came the Sultan, A queer charse: 
ter, he decided to shit the 
‘empire's capital to Oavagiri 


‘which he named Daviatabed, 700 
‘mes away trom De®, & fort and 
numerous buldings were cor 
svucted at Dauintaoed. 







But me Sultan decided hot onty 
10 $hilt the olfices of his govern: 
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lut he chose a wrong time. Soon 

monsoon broke out. Landsides 

tand storm battered his army, The 

twibol chiets of the hilly states 

sand torment 

6 The 

ony 

failed, but most of the sokdors 
died 


‘States of the Kumaon requon. The 
army marched to the hills 


Tughiag’s whimsical conduct anc 
cruelty bred mutiny and rebellion 
Bt ver the ampre. Going ta 
< lon in Sind. he 
suifered tram fever eed ed in 
the. year 1381. Soon his empire! 
fol into pieces with regional rub 
ers decianng their indeger 5 











A Folktale trom Mongolia 


Chun’s sickle broke when he 
hhad just begun to work for the 
day. 

‘The sickle, of course, had 
grown extremely old. It had to 
break sooner o later. The prob- 
Jem was, Chun was required to 
work on the landlord's field with 

[his own sickle. He could not 
work with the broken sickle. 
| ‘That meant he won't be paid for 
the day! 

Chun headed towards the 
bazar. He must buy a new sickle 
to be able to work at least 


tomorrow. He had just enough 
money to buy a sickle, but not 
to spend on any food in the 
bazar. | 
“Only if somebody bought my 
broken sickle!” he thought wist- 
fully, and laughed at his own 
silly thought. Who will buy an 
old broken sickle that was as 
useless as a dead spider? 
Suddenly rain came down. 

Chun got onto the veranda of | 
the widow Hui, the landlord's | 
aunt, as miser as her infamous 
nephew. 














‘an | do anything for you. 
Aunt Hui?” he asked the lady 
| with « courteous smile. 
| “Idon't relish useless speech. 
} You found my house handy for 
| protecting yourself from the 
}iais, andl you speaiasfjou are 
dying to serve me! What can 
| you do?” asked the lady with a 
sneer 

Indeed, what could Chun do? 
| A strange idea came to him all 
| on a sudden, looking at a potful 
| of water on the widow's oven, 
| He was hungry and that too 
must have contributed to the 
| idea 

“Aunty, 1 can do nothing 
which you cannot do, save one 











thing. that is making the sliced d] 
sickle soup!” "Making what?” 
asked an astonished Hui. “The | 
famous Sliced Sickle Soup. | am 
not surprised that you have not | 
heard about it. Nobody in this | 
part of the country has, I was in 
Pekin for ten years and this is | 
the art I learnt there. Do you 
know what's sliced sickle?* 

“Sickle 1 know, but ....” 

“Not sliced sickle: No won- 
der. Sliced sickles are not avail- 
able in this part of the country. 
Here is the only set you can 
see — my own.” Chun slowly | 
uncovered his broken sickle 
The lady observed it with great 
curiosity. 






















“Who in this part of the coun- 

try can think that hundreds of 
| cups of excellent soup could be 
| whipped out of this?” 

With a toothless smile the 
| lady said, “My child, won't you 
| once show me how it is done?” 

“I should be happy to make 
| some for you, if you keep the 
| knowledge of the delicacy to 
| yourself,” said Chun with a 
| twinkle in his eyes. 

‘The lady agreed to the condi- 
tion. Whistling and humming, 
Chun threw his broken sickle 
into the pot of water boiling on 
the lady's oven, He stirred the 

| water in style with a ladle and 
| after a minute tasted a drop of 





it, 

“Gluctch!” That is the sound 
of satisfaction he made, inspir- 
ing great curiosity in the lady. 

“Give me a little salt!” 

The lady pushed the contain 
er and Chun sprinkled salt into 
the pot. 

“This is now a complete soup, 
but since you have those potato 
and cabbage cut to pieces ready, 

iding them wil; improve the 
quality of the soup.” 

“Then add them, son!” 

Chun put the vegetables into | 
the pot and then said, “Once we 
add these vegetables, we ought | 
to add a little lemon and ginger 
and pepper.” | 














“Thave them, son.” The lady 
helped Chun by handing over 
the items. 

‘The soup was ready. Chun 
brought the pot out of the oven 
and carefully took out his sliced 
sickle. The lady set down two 
bowls. He poured the soup into 
them and tasted it. 

“1 should not boast of my 
preparation. But taste it and 
speak for yourself, 
| ‘The lady tasted the soup. 








It is quite good, my son. In 
ny case it is a new thing. 
| Whoever had heard of sliced 
sickle soup; only if I could get a 
set of sliced sickle, 1 could 
occasionally prepare this for my 





‘guests — the respectable ones 
in particular.” She looked at 
Chun’s broken sickle again and 
again 

“Well, I should not mind sell- 
ing my set to you, for you are 
one who can really appreciate a 
rare delicacy like this. I can get 
a set for myself when I visit 
Pekin next.” 

The lady thanked Chun. The 
price Chun demanded was only 
slightly more than that of a new 
sickle. 

Chun kissed his broken sickle 
before finally handing it over to 
the lady. The rain had stopped. 
He resumed his journey for the 



















Now Tales of King Vikram 
and the Vampire 





THE 
WHIMSICAL 
KING 





Dark was the night and weird 
the atmosphere. It rained from 
time to time, Jackals howled 
and hyenas screamed and eerie 
laughter was heard between the 
roars of thunder. Flashes of 
lightning showed fearful faces 
But King Vikram swerved 
| not. He climbed the ancient tree 
| once again und brought the 
corpse down. However, as soon 
as he b 
| late cremation ground with the 
corpse lying astride on his shoul 
| der, the vampire that possessed 
the corpse spoke out, "O King 
itis said that the mind of a kin 
and the course of a river ure 
unpredictable. Do you agree 
with this? Let me give you an 
instance that proves the truth of 
this saying. Pay attention to my 
aarration. That might bring you 
relief 
The vampire went on: The 
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land of Girikut was 
‘ing Chatursen. He had a cle 











n crossing the deso-| 



































er minister. The minister's wife 
had two unemployed cousins 
She pleaded with her husband 
to get the’ two young men em- 
ployed in the king’s court. 

Of the two young men, one 
was an astrologer and the other 
was a gifted poet. The minister 
asked the king, “My lord, don’t 
you think that we ought to have 
an astrologer and a poet in our 
court 

“Right, but not now. At the 
moment all our attention should 
go to remove poverty from the 
kingdom. Once the basic needs 
‘of my subjects have been fulfil- 
led, we can look for talents in 
various arts and encourage 


them,” replied the king. 

A few weeks passed. One day’ 
the king told the minister that 
he planned to pay a visit to 
Madhupur, a town ix the west of 
the city, in disguise. The minis- 
ter was to accompany him. 

The minister immediately in- 
formed his wife’s cousins to 
proceed to Madhupur. They 
might find a chance to prove 
their talents to the king while 
the king travelled incognito, 
Once the king comes to know 
their worth, it should be easy for 
them to find favour with him. 

But on the eve of their jour- 
ney the king told the minister 
that he intended going to Shri- 
pur, a town in the east 

The minister had only time 
enough to pass on word to his 
wife about the change in the 
king’s travel plan, 

On reaching Shripur in the 
guise of merchants, the king and 
the minister took shelter in the 
house of a poor Brahmin. They] 
told him that the purpose of 
their visit was to see if it will be 
profitable to open a shop there 

They spent their first 
walking through the bazar and 
mingling with the crowds and 
studying the condition of the 
people. They returned to thcic) 
lodge in the evening and no: 








the Brahmin examining some- 
one’s palm. 

“Are you a palmist?” asked 
the king. 

“I know palmistry and astrol- 
ogy. I can read one’s past and 
foretell one’s future,” said the 
Brahmin. 

“Fine. Will you please tell me 
something about myself?” The 
king extended his palm before 
the Brahmin, 

The Brahmin studied the lines 
‘on the king's palm for a while 
and said, “You are a lucky man. 
But your ambition is to become 
aking. Well, that is not going to 
be possible. Better remain con- 
tent with the position and power 
you have. 

“Right. Can you say anything 
more?” asked the king. 

The Brahmin was inspired 
and said a lot more. The minis- 
ter saw that most of what he said 
was incorrect. But the king con- 
tinued to encourage him 

In course of their conversa- 
tion the Brahmin said, “I am 
more a poet than an astro- 
loger.” 

“Is that so? Will you kindly 
recite some of your poems for 
our pleasure?” asked the king. 

The Brahmin began reciting 
his poems. The minister found 
them to be quite ordinary 


Nevertheless, the king heard 
them with attention and cheered 
the poet! 

The king and the minister 
spent three days at Shripur 
Every evening the Brahmin 
read out his poems to the king's 
joy and the minister's irritation, 

They took leave of their host 
on the fourth day. The king 
made a present of a hundred 
gold coins to the Brahmin and 

‘With your sincerity, you 
can become a good astrologer or 
@ good poet 

In the meanwhile the minis- 
ter’s wife had sent 2 messeng 
to Madhupur asking her cousins 
to proceed to Shripur. The (we 





young men saw the disguised 
king and the minister relaxing 
under a tree on their way to the 
capital, The minister smiled at 
them, hiding his face from the 
king. The young men too sat 
down tinder another tree 

The astrologer told his 
brother, the poet, “Do you see 
that gentleman there? He 
should become a king, if he is 
not one already. 1 can predict 
this with all confidence.” 

“It is not often that one meets 
a-king or a would-be king. Let 
me compose a verse on this 
occasion,” said the second 

and he recited a fine 


inister whispered to the 

‘My Lord, one rarely] 
meels such a gifted astrologer or 
such a talented poet. I suggest 
that we take them in our ser- 
vice.” 

“No doubt, both are highly 
gifted,” commented: the king. 
The minister had hoped to hear} 
something more, but the king| 
stood up and began walking 

The vampire paused for a 
moment and then asked King 
Vikram in a challenging toni 
*O King, don't you find King 
Chatursen to be. extremely 
whimsical? How could he ignore 
a gifted astrologer and a gifted 
poet although he evinced keen 
interest in the old Brahmin's 
astrology and poetry and even 
rewarded him? Had the king 
come to suspect that the two 
young men had appeared before 
him deliberately? Answer me if 
you can, Should you keep mum 
despite your knowledge of the 
answer, your head would roll off 
your neck!” 

King Vikram replied forth- 
with: “King Chatursen had no 
opportunity to know that the 
two young men had appeared 
before him deliberately. Far 
from being whimsical, the kine 
was acting according to a princ: 
ple. That_was to retoove. heh 

















poverty of his subjects before 
beginning to encourage astrolo- 
gy or poetry. 

If he listened to the Brahmin, 
jit was more out of amusement 
land kindness and also to while 
laway his time. He gave the 
Brahmin money not as a reward 


PRICE FOR THE SIDE-DISH 


‘and Hanah ate ina. restaurant 
they finshed. the ‘shop seener 
them Two tupees each for the 
hey had eaten and s2d that Rams 
to 
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“Both of you kept gazing at the Rasogos 
(as exhibied for sale. That was the se. 
dish Altnough you dd rot eat 1. you got 
‘same satistaction from i, afterall” ropes 
the shopkeeper 

“ut why must | pay more than Ramu 
for that?™ asked Harsh 

“You sept gazng longer! 
shop keeper's Bument 



















for his talent, but because he 
and his minister had lived in his 
house and also because the 
Brahmin was poor.” 

No sooner had the king con- 
cluded his answer than the vam- 
pire, along with the corpse, gave 
him the slip. 















In a certain village lived a 
money-lender named Viru. To 
exploit or cheat others was his 
sole thought, 

But he had a strange quality 
He could see some supernatural 
creatures like ghosts or ghouls 
or the devil 

In the same village lived a 
poor farmer. He died all on a 
sudden, His wife borrowed a 
sum of thirty rupees from Viru 
and performéd his funeral rites, 
A year passed. Instead of re- 
paying the loan, the widow bor- 
rowed yet another twenty 
rupees from the money-lender. 
Indeed, she was passing through 
@ very bad time. 

One more year passed. Viru 
had no anxiety on account of the 
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FOOD FOR DEVIL 


widow's default in paying back 
his money. She had pledged her 
hut and the small plot of land on 
which the hut stood to Viru. 

Viru coveted the widow's 
land as that was adjacent to his 
orchard. 

One night Viru went out of| 
his home. His goal was the 
widow's hut, He intended to 
inform her that her house and 
land had become his, as she had 
failed to repay the loan on time. 
He chose to tell this to her at 
night because at daytime the 
neighbours might support the 
widow against him 

It was a moonlit night. Viru 
spotted the devil walking behind 
him 

“Hello, Mr. Devil, where ar 


























you going?” he asked. 

Out to grab some food. 1 
jhave not visited your village for 
1a long time. What about you?” 

“Out to grab a widow's house 
and land. She failed to repay a 
Joan of fifty rupees.” 

“Are you not extremely inhu- 
Iman? Must you take over a poor 
‘widow's hut and land for such a 
negligible sum?” 

The devil's criticism made no 
impact on Viru. 

As they walked along, they 
heard a woman shouting angri- 
ly, “You little imp! The devil 
Ought to carry you away!” 

Vira stopped and told the 
devil, “Do you hear? You are 









being offered food!" 

“No, no it is not like that. Itis 
a mother chiding her son. She 
does not mean what she says. I 
can take hold of a fellow only if 
the fellow is really guilty and if 
someone curses him out of 
genuine grievance,” explained 
the devil, 

They proceeded farther. 
From inside another house was 
heard a male voice saying, “Go 
to the devil!” Pat came the 
retort from a female voice, 
“Will you please lead me the 
way?” 

“Listen, listen, Mr. Devil, 
you can have both of them for 
food,” Viru whispered to the 














cover of darkness so that you 
That is a quarrel be- will be saved of embarrass- 
tween a couple. They are only ment,” said Viru. “What! What 
chiding each other, not curs- did you say? You will possess 
ing,” said the devil my house and land for a mere 
Both soon reached the fifty rupees, will you? You 
lwidow’s house. Viru stepped ghoul of a man, is there no devil 
Jonto the veranda and knocked to take hold of you?” 
fon the door, The widow opened The widow had hardly 
the door and asked, "Money- finished saying this when the 
lender, sir, what brings youhere devil dragged Viru away at 
fat this unearthly hour’ lightning speed. 
“Lam here to tell you that “Where did the man vanish? 
your house and this plot of land Was it only a nightmare?” won- 
hhas become mine because you dered the widow. She then 
failed to pay back my money. bolted the door and went to 
Better leave the house in the sleep. 























TE A visto: standing on the root of a 
skyscraper asked a resident, “Do people 

fall off this root often?” 
“Not often. One falls only once.” 











[Once upon a time there was a 
king called Sarvati, He had 
harming dau 
Sukanya 
The Joved his daughter 
very much. He had just begun 
Hooking for aan eligible brideg- 
room for her among the princes 
Not far from the kin 
was a forest. Close by the forest 
was a lake, ‘The place was re 
markable for its natural beauty 
Late one afternoon the royal 
family went out for a leisurely 
stroll around the lake 
Princess Sukinya broke away 
from her parents and entered 
the forest in the company of her 
maids. They frolicked about and 
plucked flowers and fruits. 


The attention of the princess 
Went aver to a pair of glittering 
dots on an anthill, Had some 
one stuck {wo precious stones 
there” Curious, she pierced 
them with a stick 

She heard a subdued cry, She 
could not understand from 
where the sound came. She got 

nd she ran away Wy 


her parents 
about the meident 


Soon she forgot 


At sundown the purty re 
turned to the castle. But every 
member of the party fell sick 
soon. The king thought that one 
of them must have done some 

wrong to somebody while 

he lake. Avcurse had fallen 














All those who had accompa- 

Inied the king to the lake-side 
were asked: “Did you harm any 
man or any creature, knowingly 
Jor by chance?” Nobody could 
remember having done anything 
| wrong. The princess, however, 
recollected what she had done 
to the two bright points on the 
ant-hill and the cry that fol- 
lowed. 

‘The king marched into the 
forest himself. On examining 
the ant-hill carefully, he under- 
stood that inside it sat a sage in 
meditation. 

He got the ant-hill de- 
motished, taking all precaution 

so that the sage was not harmed. 
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‘When the sage emerged from. 
the ant-hill, if was found that he 
had lost his eyes. Needtess. to 
say, it was Princess Sukanya. 
who had blinded him without | 
knowing what she was doing. 

‘Chyavan was the name of the 
sage. 

“O great soul, the ignorant 
action of my daughter has 
brought down a curse onus, | 
Kindly pardon. us.” Thus the| 
king pleaded with the sage, 

“How can you get rid of the 
consequence of tormenting an 
innocent sage, so lightly? 1 was 
old. Over and above that I am 
now rendered blind, How can | 
live?" asked the sage. 

“Do not worry on that 
account, O sage. A number of 
servants will attend on you," 
replied the king. 

“The care I need now cannot| 
be expected of servants, Only a 
devoted wife can give that, 1 
propose that you marry your 
daughter to me,” said the sage 

The unexpected proposal 
stunned the king. He had no 
‘objection to give the princes in 
marriage to a sage, but how can 
he do the same when the sage 
was old and blind too? 

‘The king pleaded for some 
time to.come to a decision. Buck | 
in his castle, he told his miniss)» 











, “To marty Sukanya off to 
the old man in the forest is in 
no way better than throwing her 
into a cavern and shutting its 
mouth. At the same time there 
is no chance of the curse being 
lifted from us unless we accept 
the sage’s proposal. What is to 
be done?” 
“My lord, whatever might 
happen to us, the sage’s propos- 
al is unacceptable,” said the 
| minister. 
‘The princess overheard the 
discussion. She came out and 
said, “O father, I entreat you 
not to be blinded by your love 
for me. How leng can you and 
the others continue to suffer the 
curse? Besides, I have no objec- 
tion to marry the old sage 
Although you have brought me 
up in great love and luxury, 1 
have no attachment to any worl- 
| dly thing. I shall be happy to live 
in a forest and serve the sage.” 
| “My daughter, you are uni- 
| que for your character and no; 
| bility. t know that you mean 
what you say. But how can I, as 
your father, give you away to an 
‘old mendicant? Won't that be 
sinful of me?” asked the king. 

“No, father, you cannot sin 
by agreeing to my voluntary 
choice for marriage,” replied 
the princess firmly. 
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After some more argument! 
the princess succeeded in mak- 
ing the king agree to her point 
of view. The king met the sige 
and invited him to his castle 
‘The sage came and the marriage| 
was duly performed. 

‘The king was prepared to| 
make all arrangements for the 
sage and Sukanya to live com- 
fortably. But the couple ex- 
pressed their desire to live in the 
forest without any connection, 
with the world outside it, They’ 
politely rejected every offer of 
help. 

While taking leave of her 
parents, the princess left behind 
all her ornaments. 


Sukanya and Chyavan lived in 


the forest in a small hut 
Sukanya served her husband 
with great sincerity. She got up 
before it was dawn and heated 
water for the old sage to bathe. 
She then collected flowers for 
his rites and fruits and roots for 
his food 

Time passed smoothly. One 
evening Sukanya was returning 
to her hut after bathing in a 
lake, She attracted the attention 
of Aswini and Revanta, the twin 
sons of the Sun god. They were 
charming youths and famous as 
the physicians of the gods. 

Sukanya’s beauty surprised 
them. “You must be a nymph, 


What makes you live in this 
desolate forest?” they asked 
her. 

1am no nymph, but the 
daughter of King Saryati and 
the wife of Sage Chyavan, Tam 
living here with my husband." 
replied Sukanya, 

Aswini and Revanta looked 
at cach other, One of them said, 
‘O princess, you are @ beauty 
non-pareil, You might have 
been obliged to marry the old 
sage in some unusual circumst- 
ance. Such a marriage need not 
be binding on you, We are 
Avwini and Revanta. Why not 
marry one of u: 

"Since you are godly’ beings, 
you should be able to know the 
truth if you try. Nobody com- 
pelled me to marry the sage. 1 
married him of my free will, 1 
feel honoured to serve him and 
help him in his Yoga. What you 
say is improper. Don’t repeat it, 
unless you have no fear for 
being cursed,” said Sukanya in a 
stern voice. 

“We are sorry,” said the two 
brothers. “As a penalty for our 
improper conduct, we offer you 

boon; we will transform Sage 

‘hyavan into a youthful man. 
For that to be possible, he 
should have a dip with us in the 
lake,” 

















Sukanya asked them to wai 
and went to her hut and put 
forth their proposal before 
Chyavan. He had no objection 
to having the boon. He went out 
with Sukanya and met the two 
brothers. 

Aswini and Revanta led him 
into a lake. Before taking the 
dip, they told Sukanya, “When 
we emerge [rom the water, you 
take hold of your husband and 
go home.” 

‘They had the dip and they got 
up. Only then Sukanya under- 
stood the significance of what 
the clever youths had said be- 
fore the dip, All the three now 
looked charming—but all exact- 


ca 





ly the same! It was impossible to } 
know who was who. 

Sukanya at once closed her 
‘eyes and concentrated on the 
Divine Mother. “I must not err 
in knowing my husband, O 
Mother!” she said. Sue opened 
her eyes and knew who among 
the three was Chyavan. She 
held him by the hand. The two 
gods were amazed. 

“You have done me a good 
turn. What can I do for you?” 
asked Chyavan 

"O great sage. Indra never 
lets us have a taste of the 
celestial drink, Soma, Can you 
kindly get it for us?” asked the 
two brothers | 

~The Soma ean be had only 
during the performance of a 
Yajna. 1 shall perform a Yajni 
for King Saryati. 1 shall offer 
you the drink on that occasion,” 
said Chyavan, The two brothers 
left for their abode happily 

A few days later King Saryati 
and his queen paid a visit to 
their daughter. The queen saw 
Sukanya talking to a young 
man. She was surprised. Where 
‘had the old sage gone? Who was | 
this young man? 

Sukanya fell into her mother’s 
arms and narrated all that hud 
happened to them. The joy of 
the king and the queen knew 1c} 




















bound 

Soon thereafter the king per- 
formed # Yajna under the direc- 
tion of Sage Chyavan. Duly 
invoked, the gods came there 

AL the time for the distribu 
tion of the soma Chyavan gave 
shares of it to Agwint and Re: 
vanta, “Don't do so!” cried out 
Indra, But Chyavan ignored his 
warning, Soon a quarrel broke 
out between the two, The fu- 
rious Indi applied his thunder 
{o cttish the sage. But the sage 


















Which 
week? 
‘Sunday 
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naturally 








rendered the thunder ineffective 
by his spintual power 

ft was then Chyavan’s turn to 
create a terrible being named 
Kritya out of the flames of the 
‘aja, 























s Kritya was about to 
pounce upon Indra, Brihiaspati, 
the guru of the gods, advised 
Indra to make peace with the 
sige 





Indra did su and the Sage 
recalled Kritya 






















NTA SURE we HAVE TO DO 
SOMETHING BRAVER THAN CATCHING 
BUTTERFLIES 1F WE ARE To Go Donn 
IM HISTORY AS SHANDOO BAHADUR 
‘AND KuNoee BAHADUR) 
pe ye 














BAHADUR (N & Adi): A 
title of respect. implying 
that the person is heroic. 


(1M LONDON, I CHALLENGED 
THE SHoP-KEEPERS TO TELL 
BAKER'S DOZEN (WA || [me wny THEY HAVE THE 
get of anything numbering Ma PHRNSE IF THEY won 
twelve i’ doren, But bak Give ME THIRTEEN 
er's dozen means thirteen. FOR A DOZEN! -~ 










To give someone a baker's 
dozen means to give him & TRANS 
sound beating—all he de THEY Diow'r 
Servod and one stroke GIVE Him 









moro, 7 \ BAKER'S 
\ DOZEN! 


waar Diyvou SAY? 
My SPEECH IS BRILLIANT 
7 
PACDER ENT TONS BALDERDASH (N)_Non- 


sensical talk, confused 
‘eas, ridiculous poetry 














This happened long long ago. 
King Kalketu ruled Kanchan- 
pur, @ peaceful and prosperous 
land, The people lived happily 
The young king faced ne 
problem as his minister was wise 
and his officers were honest 
Unfortunately, King Kalketw 
began to think that all went 
fight because he was a great 
tuler, By and by his mind got 
clouded by pride and arrogance. 
“My lord, wealth or youth or 
power or fame can all vanish in 
@ moment,” his old minister 
used to say from time to time. 
He hoped to infuse some humil- 
ity into the king 
But Kalketu learnt no lesson 
from his minister's wisdom, He 
did whatever he liked to do and 
never he found any impediment 
on his way. Why should the 
situation be different in the fu- 
ture? He secretly laughed at the 


minister's warning. 

The nobles in his court and 
his officers knew that the young 
king was very proud of his 
position. but they thought that a 
king had the right to be proud 
after all! 

There was an old temple in 
the town, Famous scholars and 
devotional singers came there 
during festival. They 
lectured on philosophy and sang 
the glory of God. 

The king, along with the no: 
bles, was listening to a scholar 
on the first day of the festival. 
“Nothing is permanent,” said 
the scholar in the course of his 
talk. “It is a great folly to be 
proud of any possession!” he 
said further 

The king smiled. “These are 
only theories,” he though 
“Who is there to take away m) 
kingship or my wealth? Why 























should I not 
them? 

As the discourse was going 
on, he dozed off 

When he woke tp, he could 
hot immediately remember 
where he was, All was dark 
Slowly everything came back to 
his mind. He was inside the 
temple. Others had left and the 
door had been locked. 

He groped his way to the door 
and banged against it yelling 
“Who dared to lock the door 
while I was inside? How foolish 
Of all to leave me here alone! 

‘The two guards outside were 
surprised to hear the banging 
and the yelling. They had tock 


feel proud of 

















ed the door only after every- 
body had left. Who knew that a| 
mad fellow was lying asleep in 
some nook? 

They opened the door, The 
king ran out like an arrow. It 
was night. He reached. the 
palace gate and started shout- 
ing. "Where is my old useless 
minister? Where are my body- 
guards? How did they come 
away leaving me behind’ 

There was a commotion, The 
palace guards came rushing and 
caught hold of King Kalketu. 

“Don't touch me, you fools! 
Don't you recognise your 
king?” Kalketu shrieked out as 
he pushed back the guards. The 
result was, the guards pounced 
upon him with greater fury and 
threw him, his hands bound, in 
a cell. As he did not stop shriek 
ing he was gagged. 

In the morning he was led 
into the king’s court. To his 
utter amazement he saw some- 
‘one resembling him seated on 
throne. 

“Who are you?” asked the 
stranger on the throne. 
The question drove Kalketu 
almost mad. “How dare you put 
such a question to me? I am. 
King Kalketu. Whoever you b 
you are an usurper!” he said af} 
the pitch of his voice 


























aoe ye 
The courtiers laughed. “Shut One day the stranger on the! 





up!” shouted Kalketu. That 
‘only made everybody laugh 
even louder. 

“The fellow is either mad or a 
Jjoker. There is of course 
| another possibility. He could 
have been drunk. Keep him in 
jail, We will see more of him 
| afterwards,” said the king. 

~ Kalketu was dragged away 10 
prison, From time to time he 
shouted at the guards and offic- 
| ers, “Drive away that usurper! 
How don’t you understand that 
Tam the king?” 

Some giggled at his claim 
Some teased him or made faces 
at him. 


throne threw a banquet for the 
neighbouring kings. “I will show 
a strange fellow to you,” said 
the host. He ordered Kalketu to 
be brought there. 

Kalketu was made to look 
like a joker. A pet monkey rode 
‘on his shoulder. 

As soon as he was brought 
before the royal audience he 
addressed them one by one and] 
said that he was the reat king! 
They all aughed, but admitted 
that the joker had’ been trained| 
well enough to be able to call 
the different guests by their 
names! It was a good treat for 








Time passed. Kalketu, the 
prisoner, was found to be grow- 
ing more and more silent. He 
made no claim about himself 
any Jonger. 

‘One day he was led into a 
private chamber. The stranger 
on the throne confronted him 
alone. 

“Who are you?" the stranger 
asked. * 

Kalketu kept quiet for 3 mi- 
nute. Tears rolling down his 
cheeks, he then said, “I'am only 
a mad man—mad with pride 

id foolishness, There was 2 
time when I believed that I was 
a king whose power and posi- 
tion nobody could take away 
Little did T know that nothing 
was. impossible! My friendly 
kings called me"& joker the 
other day!” 

The stranger smiled. He pat- 
ted Kalketu on the back and 
said, “My friend, you are a good 


man. Pride was your only vice 
This experience was necessary 
for you so that you will shed 
your pride. Come on, you are 
the king once agian.” 

To: his great astonishment 
Kalketa sqw that the joker’s 
dress he had put on vanished 
and he wa’ dressed like a king. 

“Who are you?” he asked the 
stranger, 

“Lam a spirit, Call me an 
angel. But now I must look like 
the prisoner you were and run 
away so that the guards think 
that the mad fellow esciiped,” 
said the spirit 

And, looking like a joker, the 
The g 


spirit rushed out. 

were about to give him a 

but King Katketu stopped them. 
The Ring ruled as an humble 

and wise ruler. He was revered 

like a sage, but he never let any 

pride possess him again. 














—Shriman Das, Calcutta. 


'SPCAis a short form of Society for Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. Til the 

18th century, some ralgious sects excepting. the world hardly took any 

‘notice of the cruel treatment done to animals. Mon ike Jeremy Bentham of 

Britain and Henry Bergh of USA. mobilised public opinion and laws were 

rage ox preventing cruelty to animals. In Briain the SPCA was formed in 

24 and in America in 1866, 

‘The Incan SPCA is ore thane contuy ol. n 1960 the Indian Parhament 

ravantion of Cruelty to Animals Act which provided for setting up of 

‘an Arumal Welfare Board. The Board gives the annual Prani Mara Award for 
‘outstanding services in the field of animal welfare 











This Aercan cartoon ot tne last century 
shows Now Maney Bergh wa the butt of 
opulr okes. When Oawin aad that man 
Siescencded Vom he abe the ope felt rsstes 
‘nd complaned to Mt Bergh “Now, Mr 
(Darwin. Raw could you insult frm 867” Bergh 
aka Oaewin 














atch fewer w thar ee 
Saath freyat rijon vigwnepospi bandhas 
Tapairape paribhroytd ma prardhantitandulah 

tis desirable to stick on to one’s friends, O king, even when 

they do not have any special quality. After all the grain needs 

the husk for its own growth and protection. 

The Hitopadethah 








The Prize for July “82 goes to: 
MrM V.Ekambaram, 7 First Cross 
Moore Road, Bangalore 560 005. 
The Winning Entry-— ‘Live on Cord’ — ‘Still on Card! 





Ho aeho is pleased Wi notiody me rmuh Pack eRe Atishe witty 
‘whom nobody & Blonsnd : 
| Saces eh Kochetas, 
| The ognimisk pico iar wee ov Th est OL posiltad Worle | 
and the passenist fears thequs tre 
— dames Beary Cabell, 




















From his pocket money saved with 
UCOBANK-tiow sweet of him 10 buy me this 


transistor | From his pocket money saved with UCOBANK. 
It's where money grows. Because they pay you somethit 
{or keeping your money with them. They call it INTEREST, 


Am interesting way to make your pocket money grow. 
sore it 


the friendly bank round the corner 


Chandamama [fish] <1 ~—~—~*S*S*S*S*« ptember 2 


co easton 
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